there was news. Confronted with such opinions, Charles
would shrug his shoulders and the lines of his sullen coun-
tenance would deepen into an expression of acute boredom.
The war was out of his hands now and, so far as he gave
any indication, out of his mind too.

As the English fleet sailed away to wrest commercial
supremacy from their enemies, the King was engrossed in
staging elaborate entertainments, in his loves, his labora-
tory and his sports, in the gossip of the court and in an en-
tertaining musical novelty just introduced into England
from Italy, the guitar* While gallants and warriors were
seeking glory amid the fogs of the Channel, Whitehall
throbbed with the strains of southern love songs. His
Majesty had expressed his admiration for the new instru-
ment so unequivocally that every lady of the court im-
mediately installed one beside the rouge and patches on
her toilet table. It was wan
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